The Escape

It was raining. The police-van slowly picked its way up and
down the grades of the slippery road that followed the curves
of the hills, Gerbier was alone in the interior of the car with a
gendarme. Another gendarme was driving. The one who was
guarding Gerbier had peasant cheeks and a rather strong body
odour.

As the car turned into a side road, the gendarme observed,

"We're making a little detour, but I suppose you're not in
any hurry,"

"No, I'm really not," said Gerbier with a brief smile.

The police-van stopped before an isolated farm. Through the
grilled opening Gerbier could see only a bit of sky and field. He
heard the driver leave his seat.

"It's not going to take long," said the gendarme. " My partner
is going to get a few provisions. Have to do the best you can in
these wretched times,"

" That's perfectly natural," said Gerbier.

The gendarme took in his prisoner and shook his head. This
man was well dressed and he had a straightforward way of speak-
ing, a pleasant face. What wretched times.... He wasn't the first
one he was embarrassed to see wearing handcuffs.

"You won't be too badly off in that camp!" said the gendarme.
"I'm not talking about the food, of course. Before the war the
dogs wouldn't have touched it. But aside from that it's the best
concentration camp in France, I've been told. It's the German
camp."

"I don't quite follow you," said Gerbier.

"During the phony war I guess we were expecting to take a lot
of prisoners," the gendarme explained. "A big centre was set up
for them in this part of the country* Naturally not a single one
came. But to-day it comes in handy."

"A real stroke of luck, you might say/' Gerbier suggested.
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